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The wind came to tara
as she knew it would.
Tugging and pulling at her
bending and turning around her
pulling her back
holding on to something other than the wind
pointless in a world; where concrete is so.
Flocks of starlings,
welcome another walk down the trail.
I wish to find a stream
in the trees, deep where the ground slopes no more.
A stream runs over pebbles and under tree trunks
deep in places but narrow enough to jump over!
And then back home, for another day's explorer!
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